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"They've caught almost everybody, devil take them,"
came Samoilov's voice from the kitchen. "We have to
keep the work going now not only for the sake of our
cause, but to save our comrades as well."
"And there's no one to work," added Yegor with a short
laugh. "We have plenty of first-class literature, all my
handiwork; but how to get it into the factory remains an
unsolved problem."
"They've started searching everybody at the entrance
gates," said Samoilov.
The mother sensed that they were expecting something
of her.
"How can it be done?" she asked hurriedly.
Samoilov appeared in the doorway.
"Are you acquainted with the peddler Korsunova, Pela-
gea Nilovna?"
"Yes, what of it?"
"Have a talk with her. Maybe she'll take them in."
The mother dismissed the idea with a wave of her hand.
"Oh no! She's gossip! Soon as they learn that she got
them through me—that they came from this house—oh
no!" Then she added with sudden inspiration, "Give them
to me! I'll do it. I'll find a way. I'll ask Maria to take me
on as a helper. I have to earn my bread somehow. I'll take
dinners to sell at the factory. I'll manage."
Pressing her hands to her breast she hastily assured
them that she would do everything very well, without
attracting attention, and in conclusion, she added ecstati-
cally, "Let them see that Pavel's hands reach beyond the
jail! Let them see that!"
The three of them brightened up.
"Wonderful, mother! You don't even know how splen-
did it 15! Simply stupendous!" said Yegor, smiling and
rubbing his hands together.
"I'll go to jail as easy as going to bed if this works,"
observed Samoilov, also rubbing his hands together.
"You're the fairest damosel in the realm!" cried Yegor
hoarsely.

